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CHAPTER |,

David Moreland's Mountain.

Carlgla Wilburton Dale—<Kknown to
himself and o few close friemds ns BN
Dale—had lald out a course of netlon
fnlmost bLefore the northbound teadn
had left the outskirts of the state eap-
ital behliind., It jneurred faclug big
odds; but other men had faced blg
odds anid won out, anid whnat
had done he could do. Indeed, hie hod
nlready dene things which
other men might not have thonght of
dolng, nnd one of them was leaving n
bride, not figuratively but Hterally, ot
the altar In o fashlonable church ! But
he koew Patricia hado't wanted to
marry hlm apy more than be had
wanted to marry her.

It was only natural for him to think
of coal, now thut he had cut leose for
all time from the “set” In which I
had alwava been a colossal misfit, now
that he must pull his own ovars or vir-
tunily perish, Jle bhad bheard
talked since the day of his birth; to

others

severnl

the snme,

One of hls father's assoclates hod
often spoken of a fine yein In th
mouptalns of enstern Tennesseis—Dhail
often tried to persunde his father to
look Into it, to no avall, Young Dnle re-
membered that this veln lay not far
from g long rallrond siding calied the
Halfway Switeh, o the viclnity of Blg
Pine mountain. The
mountein folk of English descent,
father's associnte had sald. Decldedis
strange, thouglit Dale, that his fathes
had never cared to Investignte It

The cindery little train repched the
long slding about the middle of a fine
spring morning. Dale took up his hag
bastened out, and soon found Nimself

OWNners were

his

standing alene In the heurt of un ex-
{rﬁml}]}‘ wlild section of countey
When the nolses of the lttle train

and the fast mnall it had just met had
died away, there eate the sancy chat-
tering of boomer-squirrels and the
sweet twittering of birds., Dale eaught
the joyous He could have
fairly shouted out of the fullpess of
his very human heart, Here all wins
unspolled and unprofaned, and some.
thing whispered within hlin:

I+
Spirit.

“They won't onll you a  suvpg
here—make thls your own cous !
From somewlere on a nearh;

mountninside n rifle’s kKeen report split
the alr; u bullet whined HKke n
hornet; Dale’s hat Jumped o lHitle on
his head.

The awakenlng was execeading!s
rude, Dale whepled, his gray eves
ablaze, and saw only n tiny eloud of
smoke-mist rising from the laurels

more than Afty feet away.
"Come out, you coward!” he ronred
“Come out and let me see you,”™ ouris |

osity taking the piace of anger in his

volee, “I've alwnvs wiunted to know
Just what a real highwaymnn was
ke!™

The muMed sound of a twig break-
Ing & short distance off to his left next
cinlmed his attentlon, He was helng
ciosely watclied by a palr of the foe
edat, clearest brown eyes he had ever
geen, He saw her eyves [Irst; he nover
forgot that,

She was standing on & low eliff he-
yond the sparkling creek that flowed
beslde the rallrond, snd =he was pur- |
tially hidden by a clump of bloowming
laurel. But Dale could see thnt
was about twenty; that every line of |
her rounded, graceful fgure wWhis
pered of n doeclike strength; that she
waS A8 straight as a yonng pine; that
her chestnut-brown halr caught the
sunlight, and that her face was oval
shaped and handsome—rather than
pretty—in spite of Its tan

Dale took off his hat, There was a
bullet hole in the very top of its high.
peaked crown,

"Whao's the robber?' he frowned.

The girl blushed,

“Mebbe he ain't a robber,” she sald,
“Mebbe he thought you was somebody |
else. Anyhow, you ain't had hurt, are
ye™

Dale smiled. "“Oh, not serionsly!"

“You aln't likely to be, ef ye boliave
yeself"”

“f I hehave myself—!" Dale
laughed. “Why, I couldn't be nanghty
It I tried; I'm the one and only mam-
ma's lttle Willle-hoy! T wonder If 1
could put up at some house near|
here; eh?" |

“The’ might be,” ghe eald, thought. |
fully.

“Where ™

"At pap's, or grandpap's, or with |
'mdst any o' my people; or,” she added |
with a contemptuous twist to her lips, |
“you might stny with some o' them
low-down Morelands.” |

“Where do your people liva?"

“Abont six mile back that way.” |
She polnted over her shoulder with
a forefinger.

she |

"Would you mind showing me the |

way to your parental domletie?” .

“What's that, fo' goodness’ sake?”

“Your home, you know,” Dale ex-
pialned with a smile,

“Oh, my home.

Dale put his bag down and rested
hi= hands on his hips,
“Why, may [ Inquire?”

Hapsbusg Liebe

‘--'.:f{"’"ﬁ h!:-w:n Myers o

Why Aldn't ye say | What they call her. Ehe's got nnother
gn, then? No, 1 won't,” she declared, | nnme; but it aln't been used fo' o
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by Dt...-bhldu, ,i'ggu & Cc
“Canse 1 m-|1'1. I don't r
keep comp'ny with no strange
folks. But sander comes By, and he'll
show ye the way;
the setllement.™
Dule faced to the right and
coming toward him with steps that |
would have mensored nlmost  four
foet, the tullest and lnnklest Individ-
u) he hind sver seen outside n elrous
Wit hily shinven

s negolu' over to

SNy

The noweoiner had 4 s
chin, Wis conlblack halr was long and
mustnehe hid the
that wi
one hand he enrrled o repenting rifle,
“Who's thot® Dalé half whispersd,
*Thut's By Hedk the |
girl. She continned In n i
“His nmme’'s Sam Heck: but pap, he |
enlled him By Heek' one day, and the |
|

|

|

completely

& lls month, In

s R
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sl

aneweral

low volewe,

nlekname stuek to him ke molpsses,

Evervhody enlls him that now, e&ven
the revenuers B, bes tha higeest
oater. and the blggesr tiar. In the
workd ! But his Ivin' don't never do no |
e, and nobhody keers, S of vl
wWaRD to o to the settlement, mister,
Iy, he'll take yo over, They mehhe |
nin't ot whot sou're nsel (o oy
eatin’, bhut ye'll be welcome o whint
the' 18" |
She laughed a lttle, turned, amd

disappeared gmong the blooming - |

rels

The man By HNeck wore the poor |
clothing of & poeor hillman, His hat, |
which hond once been hlnck, was ull ',
brim and yer all crown; his suspend- |

i Don't Never Keep

“'Cause | Won't,
Comp'ny With No Strange Men.
folks."

ers, which lad been bhought with n

‘cuoblilde, ware redder than fire; his
rundown cowhilde hoote seemed ridley-
lously chort becnuse of the great
length of his slender logs,

When he hind renched o point some
three yards from Dale, he haited,
placed the butt of his rifle earefully
and Jeaned on Its
muzzle; then he delibherately hegan to
tnke eye ihensurements of the new-
conler.

Dale dldn’t llke the stare—to him It
wis mpudent,

“Wall, what's the verdiet?” he asked
sharply,

“Spoke llke a man” drawled By
Heek, T reckon you must be up liere
n-lookin' fo' conl”™

“How did vou reach such a concly.

hetween his toes,

| slom ne thue?

“Jost plain hose gsep=e," The droop-
Ing mustache muffled the words some-
what, “The' aln’t but three things "at

| enn bring a city man here, mister,” he I

drawled on, “and them's moonshine
stills, bad health, nod coal. You shore
ni'ne got bad henlth, and you ain't got
the cut of a revender, though a few
minutes ngo I thought mebbe ye was"

“And you ghot at me!" sald Dale.

“No," ohjected Heck, "1 ghot nt yore
hat. 1 allus hits at what 1 shoots at,
mister, 1 wanted ye to turn yvore face,
#o's 1 could see it, and ye did. As fo'
that conl—

“I'he Morelands, they owns the coal
in David Morelund's mountain, and
they won't sell it fo' no 'mount o'
monay. They lives over in the settle-
ment, them and the Litilefords,
They're every danged one fine folks.
I'm a-goin' over thar now. Want to
go 'long? Say—dang my pleture ef 1
didn’t fo'git to ax what might be yore
Do, mister )™

“Bill  Imie” eame qulckly—"EIll
Dale., Settloment? Sore! Lead the
wiy, By Heck. Who's the young wom-
an 1 was talking with when you came
up ™

“Who? Her? Thut's old Ben Little
ford's gyurl, Mer name's Babe. That's

long 1U's been fo'got, 1 reckon, Bhe's

the youngest one o' old Ben's ehildren,
sShe balu't like none o the pest o' the

| 118 log cabin, 1ts log barn and its apple

pocoml-on-the-braln,

| to brag on the vittles a lttle, John's

| benting rille, two young squirrels that

—

hoaded. She can read ”:" ':':f::::
ot Majop Bragley, from dow ia b
torsville In the lowland, he spends his
summers up here fo' his health, aud he
tenched Babe how to read, Fine fel
fer, Major Bradley. Lawyer. Habe
sho bns done read everythiog In the
whole daonged country. The's sev'ral
Wibies, and a book about a Pligrim’s
Progress, and a Baker's Hoss and
Carttle Almaneck, and a diesdictionary.

“Hut we'd better light out o' thy
sottlement, Mr. BUL, or we'll miss din
ner, mebbe, 'moa plumb danged fool
about eatin’. 1 €'t twenty-twao biscults
o tour-bread this mornin® (o' break-
fus', asldes n whole b'iled hamshank,
and other things accordin’. ItU's the
dyin’ truth ! Come on, Mr, BUL"

They went down to the croek,
crossod It on stones, dand began to
climby the low el

After an  hour's  travellng  Heek |
stopped in the trall pnd put the butt
of his rifle to the ground.

“From right here, BIL" he sald, “we
i every house In the whaole
danged settlement”

They were stunding on the crest of
Pavid Moreland's mountain.  Below
ehem lay a broad valley checkered
with stnall farms; and each farm had

Kinr

Beyomnd It all rose the great
and majestic Big Pine, which was
higher and more rugged with clifts
than David Moreland's mountain,

“I'he Morelunds Hves on thls slde o'
the viver, and the Littlefords lives on
vitn side” drawled Heck, “They don't
pever have nothing te do with each
other, but they don't hardly ever fight
they're all strappin’ blg men, nnd they
Hghts =0 danged hard it don't pay. My
wosh, BilL every man of "ew can shoot
a gnat's evelash off at four hundred
1 wisht I may dreap desd ef
they caln't! Do ye see thut big coabin
rlght plumb tn the middle o the nigh
halft o the settlement, BIHE  Well, the
hiss o' the Morelands he lives thar—
John Moreland, That's whire you want
te go, B, sence ye've got o oneyors
able case o the disease knowel as
ut I con tell ye
aforchand, you ain't got enough woney
te bay that don’'t wntter how
tmuch mioney ye've got.™

Dale was not looking toward John
Moreland's home now., HI8 gaze had
watideraid to the other siide of the
river. By IHeck walted a full minute
for a reply to his speech, then he
spoke agein:

“I'he gyurl, or the
what's a-botherin® ye, BHE?

Linle's eyves twinkled, “Muast 1 choose
between them?®" he laughed.
By Heck wasn't even smil-
Mbrelands

orchard.,

yards—

could,

conl—Is that

"shore !

ing., “Shore! The and
Littlefords hates each other wuss nor
a blue-tailed hawk hates a crow. The

gyurl, or the coal, BN

“We'll go down to John Morelund’s,"™
annonnesd Dale,

The mountainesr took up his rifla,
“Leet me g’ ye a word or two o' warn-

') he contlnued seriously. “Don’t

| you ofter to pay John Morelnnd fo' |

eatin’ his geab, nor fo' sleepin’ In his
hiedd, nor fo' chawin® his tobacker., 1f
yo do, yore goose will shore be conked
with John Moreland., But of ye wis

wife a-bein’ pow'ful bandy In the
Eltchen, It wouldn't do a danged bit
o harm. Do ye puderstand It all uow.l
Bl

Lrale nodded, and they began the des
scent.

John Moreland's house was bnilt of
whole onk logs, which were chinked
with oak splits and daubed In betyeen
with clay; the roof wns of Randmade
hoards, and & chhiuney of stones and
clay rose at elther end,

Jolin Moreland htmself sat on the
front porch, and beside him Ihy a re-

had Leen very peatly ahot through the
hend, and a weary black-and-tan
hound. He was anh uncommonly hig
mnn, and about forty-seven; his syes
were gray and keen; his thick halr
and full henrd wore a rich brown, with
only a fow threads of white, There
wus a certpin Hnglish fineness abhout
the man. One felt that he could trust
John Moreland.

As the moonshiner and his compan-
lon reached the gate Moreland rose
and pushied hls hat back from hils fore-
hend,

“Hi, John,"” grinnped Heck. “This
here feller wants to stuy with ye a
few days, John, Seews to be ull
right.”

“Come right In" lavited the chiet
of the Morelauds, He Indicated the
home-mnde chele he had just vacated
“Het down thar and rest, stranger. 1’1l
be back In a mloute or so"

Lie hastened into the cabin, carrying
the squlrrels with him,

“"He's went to tell his wife to hateh
up a extry good dinner, Bill” whis.
pered Heek,  “Pepper-cyored  han,
young chickon, hot biscults, fresh but-
ter, wild honey, huckleberry pie and
peach ple und strawberry presarves—
B, 1 cala't hardly stand It. Blast my
pleture of I couldn’t eat two wholo
raw duwgs right now, I'm that ding.
busted hongry. Well, 1 got to ramble
on home. 1 live down the river half o
mlle, we and my maw, Come to see
me, BHl, and we'll go a<fishin'. 8o
long, Biil old boy "

Jahin Moreland returned presently.
The man from the city rose and prof-
fered his hand.

“My name," he began, old habit
strong upon him, “is Cariyle—"

Before he could get any farther with
it, John Moreland flung the hand from
him as though It were a thing of un-
speakable contamination. His hearded
face went deathly white with the
whiteness of an old and bitter hatred.
His great fists clenched, and every
muscle in his glant body tremblod,

“What's the matter, manl” Dale
wanted to know,

“OCarlyle ! Moreland repeated In n
hoarse growl, "You say yore name is
Carlyle ™

“Yes," wonderingly, “but that's only
a part of It. My nawme Is Carlyls Wil
borton Dale—Bill Dale, What's the
matter?” \

“Did you coma from West Vir
Kmay i’ sharply,

Dula gave tha Bame of his home

Littigfords, By gosh, she's awtul high-

tgwn aod otate, .

“m\\‘.\’-‘:%

o
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“Carlyle!”™ Moreland Repeated in a
Hoarse Growl. “You Say YoreiName ,
Is Clriyle¥

“Ihat's dif'rent.” RKhe mountain. |
cor's  countenance  became  Hghter,
“I'nisa man 't s-thiskin® about, he
was from West Virgligoy, 1 hope you
won't hold nothin' agtin me fo' actin’
up that away. 1 conldo’t he'p It, shore,
It seems, You'll hrm%", how I felt when

I tell ye about it, Mr, Dale, 1 awe it |
to ve to expluin.  Jest a minute—"
He stepped Into  the cabin  anid

hirought out another chwdr, sat down

heavily nnd erossed his legs,  lmle,
o, 2at down. .

“I'ne mountrin yon had to come |
over to come here, Mr. Date)” Moye-

land bLegan, his big volee filled with
an old, old sorrow, “is knowoed ax 1.
vid AMoreland’'s mountsin mastly
canse David Moreland s burled in the
very highest place on top of It, him
and his wirfe, He was my brother, snd
was the best brother a mnn ever had,
It was allus the talk o' the nelghbior-
hood how much we liked ench other,
Up ontel the time he was mumied 1
went with him whar he went, and he
went with me whar I went, 1'd light
fo' him, and he'd fight fo' me, It's
hard to tell, even atter thls long
time. ...

“David, he was a strappin’® big man,
like all o the Morelaggis, He was
about yore size, and greyeyed like
you, and ha had brown hair lke you.
When you walked up to the gate, it
made me think o him the doy e was
married; he was nll dressed up in
dark blue ke you, . .. Then David
he went up hera sumer pnd
found this veln o' conl. He got Inw-
ful p'sesslon o' the mountain, aod
moved his wife up herve, ;
ns= lived over {n the Laurel Fork coun-
try then,

“One day 1 got a letter from David,
whieh sald that a man nimed John K.
Carlyie was a-goin' to buy lis moun
tain and the cosl, apd sald that his
wife was pow'ful sgick. A weel loter
she died, and left a baby which died,

Ligs-

The rest of

too, accordin’ to m old Injun hy the
name o Cherokee Joe, who Ruowed
my pap and koowed David, And a

month later we was nll drmgged from
our bheds by this same Cherokee
tellin' us that Carlyle had shot Duvid

Carlvie, Cherokes Joe WHE
a-drinkin' hard, The In'lun the
shootin' through a window, |

“It was might' nigh to three days
later when we got here amd foumd
pore David adayin® whar he’d fell.
We scoured the mountniug fo' miles
and mlles around in & s'arch fo' the
dawig who Ekilled him, but wea never
found him, ... The land up here
iooked purty, and [t belonged to us
by David's death; o wo all moved up
here to live, aod bullt us eabins,

“Major Bradiey found out sbout the
end o my brother, nnd he wanted us
to put the case In the hands o' the
law. But we wouldn't do {t. A More. |
Intid never goes to law apoat anyshing,
He pays his own debits, nud he collects
what is his due—-"

Johin Moreland arose and paced the
porch floor, which ereaked under his
welght, He stopped befora Dale, nod
went on sadly: ,

“Now ye'll know why I wns o much
tore up when I heersd yore nume. the
Cariyle part. John K. Carlyle killed
the hest man "at ever lived, And m--h-'
ha ye'll onderstand why we ain't never
had the conscience to sell the coal,
which cost Brother David lils life.”

Moreland's guest sut staring absent-
ly toward a brown-winged butterily
that was Indastrionsly sipping honey
from the heart of a houeysuckle
bloom, He gave no sign that he had
heard anythlog out of the ordinary,
but In an odd, persistent way his mind
scemed to connect his father, Jolin K.
Dale, with the story ha had just heard.

John K. Dale had come originally
from West Virginia, and he had flatly
refused, time upon time, to mnke nny
investigation of the Moreland coal
property.

Tha hillman
Dale's thinking:

“Addle, she's a-goin' to have dinner |
ready purty soon. Would ye llke to !
wash, Mr, Dale?" |

“Yes,” was the answer, and in the
tones of Bill Dale's quiet volce there |
wis a Shade of meaning that More.
Innd did net catch, “Yes, I'd lke to
wash,"

sinid,

" L]
e

Interrupted young

{Continued next week)

————— \

Ballroom Dancing.

The earliest form of ballroom dane
Ing was the quadrille, stnrtsl about
1815. This was followed by the lan-
cers, Invented In 1536, The polka wus
adopted In 1835,  The walte, which
came from Germany, In 1705, did not
become popular as a baliroom dance
il later. The two-step s an Ambrk

can Invention, ’ » ]
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The Story of
Our States

By JONATHAN BRACE

XX1L—MAINE
Ollh‘.l‘l'nl-:l)

in the
haze of an
tignity the old
Ieelandice  ®a-
gas record
vovage In
1M1 by Lelf,
son of Erie the Med, who salled
from Greenlond to Labrador and
down the coast of Maine, The
next probuble voyuge to this
coust was by John Cabot I 1497
und later by hils son Sebustian.
It wias, however, Capt. John
Smith, the leading spirit of the
Jamestown, who
snlled ns far north us the Penol-
scot aud Grst drew a rough chart
of it,

In the grant by James I to
the Plymouth Colony Malne was
included in their weritory. Ope
pogitlon to the Plymouth Colony
urose atong the King's courtiers
and Nir Ferdinasdo Gorges and
Captain Muson guccestded In obe
inining for (hemselves plghis to
the country Letwoen the Merrl-
ane and Kennetwe rlveorg, This
they divided, Goarges taking the
northern  secilon Meapw hile
Gurges had sent over a sianll cols
ony to e the Kennes

boe, bt this settloment was soon

settlement ot

I T R e R T I I I T LI I R T

manpth of

nbundoped, The first permunent
settlement was mnde in 1025
what ¥ pow York, Musspeho
setts obected to Gorges' clalmm
tnd Aeally annexed all the terri-
tory up to Co=co Bay and enlisl
thils nortthern gection the Disurior
Of Muolne, Mualne was (issatisfim]

with the rile of the mather stte
und by 1520 succeeded 1o Deing
Humitted to Unlun s the
Lwenty-1hiird stire,

Mnlne was the

the

first stnte ta

Business

Professional Cards

THOMAS J. CARNEY, M. D.

Generil Practice and Surgery

Office Hours 2 to 4 p. m.
508 Woodworth Ave, Alma, Mich,

R. B. SMITH, M. D.
Practice Limited to Diseases of Eye,
Ear, Noze and Throat
GLASSES FITTED
Hoors: @ to 11:80 a. m.: 1:30 to 4:00 p. m

Saturday eveninim: 7 o B
Pollasky Bloek

Unien Phone 211
ALMA, MICHIGCAN

DR. NELSON F. McCLINTON

FPractice Limited to Disenven of
Genito-Urinary System
1080 tn 12:00, 1:50 10 4:00; Fvenines 700
to £:80 Mominy, Wednesday, Shturday and
by appoiniment
Bell 3605

Welchman DRuilding
SAGINAW, MICH.

DR. FRED J. GRAHAM
PHYSICIAN AND
SURGEON

10:30 to
L and 7 to 8 p. m, Telephone:

180 A m.i 2 tn
Univn 41-2H

Office Howrns

CARNEY HOSPITAL
Up-to-date—I'repared to care for all

cases except contagious. Apply for

rates.
LR WOODWORTH AVE
ALMA, MICH,
DR. E. G. SLUYTER

OSTEOPATHIC VFHYSICIAN

Treatment Colon and Retal Discases
& apelealty

widopt probibivion, In the begin-

ning Malue wag stroogly Demo-
erali it wax Inrgely for this
renson thnt =he idecied to b |
ing ruled Ly Mussgrhusetis
which was Federallst, Since
180, however, Maine has been
decidedly Repulilienn, It has six !
elgotoril vote r presidont.

Lhe name Malue wis so dosig-
nated In the charier of 16539 o
wiileh Clinrles 1 granted this

nd to Gorges. It hiad silready

becn comamonly used by the sall- |

ors 48 distinzuishiog the maln.
land from the many  sinnds
glong the shore, The nickname |
for the swmie js the §° ne Trego
State,. s aven Is 23,080 squage |
railes, which s praciically us
lnrge as the eombined area of |
the other five New REogland E
States :
(& by 3MoCTlure Newspapsr Syndicats)

Pre st ersrtes s sttt et titeetss ettt tettttstttblitstttttatstersiettsrsstsesssr
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Character,

Character (s the handest problem e
solve, Lives of prenisg cuslly get Rl
teresdd down (o cotnmonplaoes. When
obligation

w4 1 1 +lrin
pleasire snhatirnres for

charneter 1akes wings for the barrens
uwndd the fntuie collects seraps from the
husk | When will.power becomes
anemic It talies omders from enviros-
ment and v with others in econtrlh
uting to foliy, This “one-of-the-crowd”
conduet has 'oft many o wellendowed

life wrecked on the rocks of circums

standes,

A negro strollsd into o publle W
brary. “Ah want an enexcovlopacilin®
he salde “Whose cheyclopaedin, and
whit volume?" ssked the attendant.
“Ah don't rightly know,” wns the an-
gwer, "It like dl=s 1U's ecolored folk
done gone orgnuize & lt'rary soclety
Ab'm on de progrion folh a paper on
‘Carrent Events! Ah's Jes' like t»

kinder rond up o bit on de subject”

RAILROAD TIME TABLES

Pere Marquette Railroad
Westhound Eastbound
B:15 a. m. 10:15 a, m.

1:30 p. n.

5:54 p.m.*

* Daily and Sunday
Ann Arhor Railroad

Northbound Southbound
B:35a. m.* 7:156 0. m. |
12:25 p. m.* » 10:00a, m.

12:10 p. m.*
4:08 p. m.*

4:34 p.m.

$:05 p. nu.

* Daily and Sunday
10:36 p. m. 6:39 a, m,

Run Sunday only. 24-tf

A GRATEFUL WOMAN'S STORY |

Mrs. Robert Blair, 461 S. 20th St, |
Terre Haute, Ind,, writes: “I suffered ‘
two years with kidney and bladder
trouble. After taking Foley Kidney |
Pills a few short weeks I found my
trouble gradually disappcarinf'.o The
backaches stopped and I am also free
from those tired spells and headaches,
and my vision is no longer blurred.”
Foley Kidney Pills help the kidneys
keep the blood clean and eliminate |
the impurities that cause backache,

+ rheumatic pains, sore, stiff and swol- |
len joints and muscles, :
SOLD EVERYWHERE IN ALMA

{ Advertivement )

| Licensed Embalmer

Hours: & to 12 &, m., 1;20 to 4:700 and T to
8 mom Lotated over Alma State Savings
Bank.

Paul F. Crandell

DAY PHONE 5-RRED
NIGHT PHONE 169
Funeral Direclor

|
'FIRE INSURANCE

JOHN D. SPINNEY, Agent

————

Room 9, Pollasky Bloek—Union Phone 8§

Seasonable Cut Flowers and
Plants for All Purposes
Shrubbery a Specialty
1. C. PARDEE
FLORIST

Nurserien: 716 East Superior 8t
Phane =40 Hisek

Walter C. Hardgrove
GENERAL INSURANCE
Residence 511 Wright Ave.

ALMA, MICH.

T

The Business Getter
AN AD IN

The Alma Record

Printing of Quality

ALMA'S LARGEST
RESTAURANT

PARIS CAFE

Home cooking wnd baking
Coolest Spot in Town

Tel, 417

CARRAS BROS., Proprietors
210 E. Superior St.

————

Directory

Licensed Embalmer

E.C.Crandell

DAY PHONE 5-RED
NIGHT I'HONE 5-GREEN

Funeral Director
FDGAR M. WOOD
ARCHIT E(_.‘T
MICH.

ALMA - - .

S. L. BENNETT

FIRE INSURANCE
MARY M. DICKERSON, Clerk

ROOME 4 and b
OPERA HOUSE BLOCK

DRY CLEANING and DYEING
EXPERT REPAIRING

porvice guarantesd at »
remsonnble price.

Alma City Dry Cleaners
& Tailors
Wardwaorth wsnd Superior

First-clase

Carner

GEO. R. COLBATH

Expert 'iano Tuner

Plaseér Piano Mechanie

With Sawkins Piane Co.

[De Rushia’s Storage
Juys and Sells

Hand Household Goods

413 327 Grover Ave.
ai-Bwks il

sSecond

Telephona

C.L.SHORT

FANCY GROCERIES
| CASH AND CARRY

CGet the halit—Carry a basket

ALMA, MICH,

~ BUY YOUR
CINDERELLA COAL
Oor THE

I LITTLE ROCK COAL &
LUMBER CO.

Phone 246

- NOTICE!

We have changod our location to

0. Michigan Avenue and will be

|

;:-! id to moeet all our old customers
ug well as new noes We pay top

I

LI

| Park Arve,

rices for Cream, Eggs and Poulty.

‘all phone 196 fro our prices,

Wolverine Dairy Co.

Arcada Livery
Feed and Sales Stable
317 Prospect Stroet

ALMA, MICHIGAN

Team work a specialty

ROY BURRELL, Prop.

Phone 133 e

LEWIS HUDSON

REAL ESTATE
AND
INSURANCE B

—_— —

AMfice in the Dr. Suydam Block on
Woodworth Ave,

FOR
FRUITS OF ALL KINDS
ICE CREAM
CANDY, CIGARS AND
TOBACCO

SEE
FORTINO BROS.

Wholesale Fruit Merchants
224 Superior St,

| Luchini
 Confectionery
| Store

. ICE CREAM, CANDY, FRUITS
NUTS, CIGARS, TOBACCO

FLOYD LUCHINI, Prop.

The European Cafe

NICK BARDAVILLE & CO.

117 E. Superior St.

Alma, Mich.

SKUNK,

MUSKRAT,

MINK

for large lots.

Phone 197

We are prepared to pay the highest Cash prices for all kinds
of Furs and Hides. Call us at our expense.

We specialize in parts for all kinds of cars.

E. B. Bcrman Iron & Mctal Co.

Special prices

 Alma, Mich.




